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for an instant that we should be successful in beating
them off. Our optimism proved justified ; we read
with inexpressible delight a few days later that our
troops at Guadalajara had defeated not only
Franco's Fascists, but Mussolini himself. We were
wild with enthusiasm but life in the trenches went
on as if nothing had happened : the cold, the
boredom, the dirt, and our almost daily casualties
continued to be with us.

And then, upon a blessed evening, we suddenly
had the news that we were being relieved and had
been given four days leave in Madrid.

How can I get you to understand what that won-
derful word, Madrid, means to us ? For you, Madrid
is the city with two thousand dwellings in ruins,
the city over which the grey shadow of death per-
petually hangs, the city transformed by privation
and misery into the world's noblest monument of
martyrdom.

And for us ?

For those who were born in Madrid, it means
family, friends, the joy of reunion, and a mother's
embrace. For those who come from the villages, it
means a glass of wine in a good caf6, light, music,
a cinema or a theatre, a night's sleep in a bed
with blankets, a bath, a night when at long last
one can take off one's boots.

It also means something more ; it means the town